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But alas! scarcely has this peak of perfection
been attained before the descent begins. On
the heels of the great generation tread men who
have learned the language, but who know noth'
ing of the purpose to which their forerunners
used it. The work being done, these late comers
fall straightway in love with the tools, and de-
light themselves by showing skill in the use of the
instruments.

So art degenerates; the hollowness of its effects
mocks our longing, and hour by hour we see the
inevitable end drawing nearer. At last the artist
becomes a mere craftsman; his pictures are por-
traits of "persons of importance" painted to
order, and paid for with gold; his buildings are
mere fabrics in which judges sit or law-makers
assemble shielded from the elements; his plays are
puerile adaptations, or broad farces to which the
idle crowd for the distraction of their own vapid"
ity. Worst of all, if the time be the twentieth
century, one sees newspapers ousting books, and
these dare to confess themselves to be what they
are: mere records of passing events, mirrors in
which the kaleidoscopic puerilities, vanities, and
sensualities of the hour are reflected.

This, the chief lesson of life, the most dread-
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